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Should not be way-sick yet nor travel-tired
Before I drink fulfilment as a wine ;
And here must it restore me.

Enter PARIS.

Ha ! so soon ?
What news of her ?

Paris.                    The queen commends to you

Her best heart in this letter, and would know
How yet your purpose toward Craigmillar bears,
Whether to train him thither by her hand
Or what choice else.

JBothwelL                 Say; the device is changed

By counsel and consent of whom she wots j
Here must they come, James Balfour and myself
Have waked all night to see things well begun,
For that bond's sake whereto his hand was set
With mine here at Craigmillar ; all things now
Stand apt and fit in this his brother's house
To entertain the kingship of its guest;
We have seen to it, Maitland with us.

Paris.                                                I was sent

From the town hither, finding you set forth,
But why folk wist not.

JBothwelL                     Carry to my queen

This diamond; say too I would send my heart,
But that she hath already, and no need
To pluck it forth and feel it in her hand.
Bid her be swift as we have been for love,
And the more surety quickens our design :
The rest unsaid shall tarry till she come.